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(August, 187 5 S eptember, 1899) 

HE woman whose journal is con- 

C^| tained in the following pages died 
*l several years ago. I had the priv- 
ilege of knowing her well during 
the last months of her life, and of 
assisting her a little — unfortunate- 
ly a very little — during her last 
illness. After her death her few belongings, 
not claimed by anyone else, fell to me. And 
among them I found these small, worn volumes 
of her journal — the records of an ardent life. 
If I now offer them to the public, it is after 
long and sincere consideration, prompted by 
the wish that she should not remain forgotten, 
that her life's thoughts should not perish. 



As the journal is kept in an epigrammatical and 
impersonal form, I think it necessary, in order 
to save its human interest, to preface it with 
the few facts and corresponding dates I know 
of her life. 

She was born in the dear, gay, brilliant city of 
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Vienna, the daughter of a happy and distin- 
guished young couple. The first ten years 
of her life were spent on a large Bohemian 
estate and passed like a bright sunny dream. 
Then she was transplanted to America. The 
change from a luxurious country home to 
the lonely farmhouse, from gaieties and pleas- 
ure to privation and work was a terrible one 
for the child. Darkness and bitterness filled 
her heart. And she tortured herself with 
the thought that she would never be able to 
satisfy her burning desire of life and joy and 
beauty — that she would fade, grow old, and 
die in the lonely old farmhouse among the 
desolate black cedar woods. 

However, fate was kinder— another change was 
close at hand. And when before long she en- 
tered the art school of a large western city, she 
had only just attained the pretty and moldable 
age of fifteen.— Now for the first time she 
came into contact with young American men 
and women; and their independence, their quiet 
self-assurance and whole attitude, so new and 
foreign to her, impressed her very deeply. It 
was not long before she glowed with the desire 
of becoming as strong, broad, fearless and free 
as were, in her eyes, these plain young art stu- 
dents, whose friendship had thrown open doors 
and windows for her, and let in keen, bright, 
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brilliant floods of sunshine and freedom.— After 
six bright, happy years of sunny girlhood she 
left the art school and established herself in a 
studio of her own. And now began a glorious 
life of art, love, youth, freedom, success and 
pleasure — everything united. And there were 
days when she thought herself the happiest of 
women, when she was triumphant, ablaze, in- 
toxicated with the joy of life. There came 
other times when doubt crept in, grey, chilly, 
deadly. And finally the certainty annihilated 
her, that what she had taken to be the genuine 
gold of life was but a cheap and tinseled imita- 
tion—that she had lived in a fool's paradise.— 
After months of misery she found the strength 
to make an end. She left without farewell to 
any of her friends, and settled in a distant city 
where she was an absolute stranger. Here she 
intended to begin life all over again, on a basis 
of perfect truth and simplicity, and at last find 
true happiness — serene, beautiful, undisturb- 
able. She forgot that to attain this, one must 
merge self in the universal, and this is impossi- 
ble to a nature like hers, with its endless inner 
conflicts between the passionate Slav inborn, 
and the ambitious Anglo-Saxon inculcated. 
She found her error very soon. As a last ref- 
uge she threw her whole heart upon the hope 
of motherhood — which was to dissolve all the 
tonies of her life in the one beautiful 
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deep, solemn chord of a woman's love for her 
child. She did not reach this promised land. 
A fever seized her that she was not strong 
enough to battle with successfully. She was 
all alone. The friend from whose love and 
loyalty she had hoped the resurrection of her 
youth and gladness had gone from her. Long, 
lonely days and nights passed in a heavy, 
dreamlike, half-sleep. And when the end came, 
she had to face its fears and mysteries uncom- 
f orted and unmourned. 

The small scattered leaves of her journal bear 
witness that she has lived and loved and erred. 

New York, May 19, 1904. 
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(January, 1 88 9 N ovember, 2889) 

|NE cannot enjoy life before one has 
ceased to fear death. 

The aim of living is to enjoy one- 
self. 




■ Whatever you may be— be per- 



fectly. Whatever you may possess — enjoy 
perfectly. Whatever you may regret— forget 
perfectly. 

I do not believe that I am intended for family 
life — but for the free wide world. 

As long as you have life, you may conquer the 
world. 

Give yourself freely to every emotion. 

Live while there is a chance— soon, soon, soon 
it will be too late* 

Sometimes I am frightened when I think of 
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death* But that is foolish. As the bird is 
made for the air, and the fish for the water — 
so we are made for whatever is in store for us. 
And we will enjoy it 

Disagreeable conditions and surroundings have 
the advantage of bringing out all one's spirit. 

If parents use tyranny, children use deceit. 

If they believe in you, be true. If they mistrust 
you, deceive. 

(August 18, 1889) Fourteen years old— and not 
yet a sweetheart. 

Make the most of the present moment. It is the 
only time you have to live. The past is only a 
shadow and the future a dream. 

I want to be loved by a great many men. But I 
will not belong to one of them. 

Some people need freedom to be slaves to their 
ambition. 

Resignation is only laziness. 

" Make hay while the sun shines " and rush your 
indoor work while it rains. * 
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Do always what is nearest and most natural. 

Begin immediately, no matter how late it seems. 

There is only one sensible aim— to develop and 
perfect all the possibilities of one's body and 
mind. 



So much is certain: I will live, I will not vegetate. 

There is no place like a prison to teach the love 
of freedom. 

If it is true that there are two kinds of affection, 
one for the woman he loves and one for the 
woman he respects— -I will never be respect- 
able. 
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(October, 1890— May, 2896) 

WOULD rather find beauties in 
something plain, than blemishes 
in something beautiful. 



Few people know how to give with 
grace, but still fewer how to ac- 
cept gracefully. 




It is good if people have the cour- 
age to speak, when they have something to 
say — it is still better if they have the courage 
to remain silent, when they have absolutely 
nothing to say. 

I do not believe in self sacrifice, and self abnega- 
tion. It is foolish, and a mistake. Here is 
what I believe: "For God is paid when man 
receives— -to enjoy is to obey." And Goethe: 
Du sollst wirken, nicht dich aufopfern." 
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I would rather appear ridiculous to others than 
to myself. 

Be always satisfied with the things you cannot 
change. 
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Instead of trying to correct die faults of others, 
try to tolerate them. 

People who wish to succeed in life must have an 
unbounded esteem for the hours and profound 
respect for the minutes. 

Tho' you may not reach the goal— as long as 
you did everything in your power, you ought to 
be satisfied. 

I prefer the people who are unusual, even in a 
disagreeable way, to the commonplace. 

The right to decide for themselves belongs to all 
men and women. But many allow themselves 
to be robbed of it. 

It is not necessary to have respect or regard for 
people in order to enjoy them. All sorts of 
freaks are amusing. 

We should be the guardians of our health, not its 
slaves. 

Those who fall in love easily cannot have a high 
standard — it is not especially flattering if they 
admire us. 

Happiness does not depend on outward condi- 
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turns. Those who are unhappy in poverty 
would also be dissatisfied in luxury. 

One should not judge people according to their 
relations to oneself, but according to an im- 
personal standard that does not change. 

There would not be half as many unhappy and 
dissatisfied people, if they were less tied up in 
their own little narrow affairs. 

Tolerate even the intolerant 

A woman is always handsome, if she lives fully 
and proudly. After the pretty spring she will 
not wither and fade, but develop into the 
glowing summer — the superb autumn— the 
sublime winter. 

Everybody should decide on his own code of 
honor and morals — not follow blindly those 
who have gone before. 

I do not see why women are so very much afraid 
of age. I mean to be healthy, happy and beau* 
titful no matter how old I live to be. 

It is very foolish to be jealous. There is scarcely 
a woman alive who has not at least one attract 
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tion I lack, one accomplishment I miss. So if 
I once begin to be jealous — where will I end? 

Don't bother about the others. Be yourself. 
There will always be some to approve and some 
to disapprove — no matter what you do or don't 
do. 

Our life is in our hands. What we believe it to 
be— we will make it What we want it to be 
—we can make it. 

Be brave. Risk what you must risk. When you 
fail, bear it If you can't, go to the dogs. At 
least you won't have worried beforehand. 

Art need not be respectable to be admirable. 

To be satisfied with things you cannot change is 
better than health and youth and beauty. 

People do not take enough care of their bodies. 
When one is in good health every breath and 
every movement is a source of joy, everything 
is possible, and one overflows with spirit and 
good will. And anything vile or small is quite 
out of the question. 

All our bodies are part of the same Nature, and 
all our souls are part of the same God. 
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It does not matter what one believes, as long as 
it gives courage and comfort 

Rather than pitied I would be hated any time. 

Ninety-nine people go out to join the wild hunt 
for happiness. And the hundredth stays com- 
fortably at home and wins it 

Love for which you must work is not love. I do 
not want it 

If you want to be pleased with your f ellowmen, 
you must expect nothing of them. 

Outward conditions make no difference. Rich or 
poor, young or old, healthy or sick — life does 
always consist of sunshine and rain, day and 
night The more keenly you enjoy, the more 
keenly you will suffer. Because everything is 
in proportion. 

Not what you suffer for but the amount of suffer- 
ing you do counts. 

We must have love*- for men and women, work 
and pleasure, life and death. We must have 
courage — in loving and hating, accepting and 
refusing, attempting and failing. And we must 
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have pride— never to forget, and never to 
avenge. 

Few people dare to be themselves and do and say 
things*- natural to themselves — that other 
people don't and they themselves used not to 
do. One is constantly making slavish — or 
sleepy — concessions to custom and habit. 

If you like me at all you must like me as well in 
an unbecoming gown as in a becoming one. If 
you don't, there is not much lost in your af- 
fection. 

Make the best of yourself. It is all you have. 
Stand up for yourself — if you don't, who will? 
Believe in yourself — if you don't, who can? 

Never be ashamed of any ill luck. Bear it with 
brave frankness. 

I hate all compromise. It must be: Everything 
— or nothing. 

We are eternally thrown back upon ourselves. 
We stretch out our hands — to God— love — 
friendship — but it is in vain. And what we 
cannot attain with our own strength we shall 
never have. 
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The more you ask, the more you shall receive. 

I think if a man and woman live together because 
they love each other, they do right And if 
they live together without love, they do wrong 
•—under all circumstances. 

I do not want to vote. The only woman's right I 
claim, is the right of saying a pretty little fib 
whenever I feel like it. 

One must judge the race by the individuals, never 
the individual by the race. 

As long as we are in this life we might as well 
make some sort of a success of it 

A penitentiary ought to be a hospital for the 
mind, because people sound of mind would not 
be criminals. 

The easiest way to make people good is to make 
them happy. 

To have arrived where you wish to stay and can 
stay — to hold what you want to keep and can 
keep — that is happiness. 

All the world over, if there is a man or woman to 
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whom you may truly say — "you are my 
friend "—you are richer than the richest 

Not what you have counts— but what you think 
of it 



Do not wait for a certain day of the week or date 
of the month. The time is now* The hour is 
here. 

To be able to see things die bright way, and to 
know this to be the right way— is the begin- 
ning and end of all wisdom. 

The way you do it counts more than what you do. 

The sooner you forget that stupid classification 
of weeks and months and years — the better for 
you and the better for your work. 

As soon as you begin to do things by habit you 
might be replaced by any machine. 

The journey of life goes through many dark tun- 
nels, and the darker and longer they are. the 
more we appreciate the glory of sunshine after- 
wards, and the grandeur of the view. 

To be sincere without being foolishly open* 
hearted — that is sincerity. 
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Take people as they are and keep your opinion 
to yourself. They will not be taught anyhow. 

A woman must love a man much more deeply to 
become his mistress than to become his wife, 
because a wife receives in return for her love a 
position, and home, and protector for life, while 
a mistress loses all these forever. 

If you can feel satisfaction with yourself, you 
have attained the only thing worth having. 

It is foolish to disdain " le metier " — in art, social 
intercourse, beauty, love, or anything. Train- 
ing and study are always necessary to finish 
what nature leaves incomplete. 

If a woman has nothing repulsive about her, she 
ought to be able to fascinate. 

I should like to know a man or woman who, hav- 
ing lived and loved in the world, having en- 
joyed and suffered, lost and won — on reaching 
old age still found life worth living. From a 
master like that one could indeed learn what is 
the true gold of life. 

Love is like magic gold. The more you spend, 
the more you have. 
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Religion is replaced by history and science* 
What once was " fear of hell and hope of para- 
dise " is now the knowledge that nature's laws 
are unchangeable and relentless. Reason ap- 
peals more strongly than mystery to the pres- 
ent generation. 

I do not lose my time hating anybody. I need it 
for other things. 

If your friends grow monotonous, read about 
other people's. 

I would not wish to have people bound to me by 
duty. Only by love. And I would not owe to 
any lawful right what should only be given 
gladly and freely. 

I know that the matter now forming my body has 
before formed innumerable other bodies and 
parts of bodies and shall form innumerable 
more. Judging from matter to spirit, with my 
soul it must be similar. Therefore immortality 
in a narrow sense is impossible. 

We are fortunate to be occupied so thoroughly: 
in the first part of life with pleasant dreams 
and fancies — in the second with fierce and ab- 
sorbing struggles — in the last with sweet, 
weary memories and illusions — as all these 
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leave Utile opportunity to concentrate our 
thoughts on the terrible mystery of existence. 

It is not the -custom or law that makes a condi- 
tion beautiful or vile, but only we ourselves* 

Be careful of those dutiful friends who do what 
you least like them to do M for your own good." 

People cannot expect me to like them for no other 
reason than that they happen to be my rela- 
tives. If they have not the qualities I would 
admire in a stranger just as well — then I do 
not care for them. 

Never write,, or paint, or do anything unless you 
feel it alive within you and striving for expres- 
sion. Such work has a right of existence and 
a life and strength of its own. But weak, half- 
hearted things are better left unsaid and un- 
done. 

I do not care much about the plot of a story. 
But about the atmosphere. And the thoughts 
it expresses. And most of all those it sug- 
gests. 

Criticism should not be the generous outpouring 
of someone's private opinion. But the un- 
biased, clear, scientific comparison of the sub- 
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jcct with its acknowledged unchangeable stan- 
dard. 

The beautiful is the perfected good. 

In everybody's half-consciousness exists a picture 
of what he could be, and would be. And the 
nearer he reaches this ideal the more pleased 
he will be with God, the world, and himself. 

The people who care least for others' opinion and 
follow solely their own inclination are most 
accused of doing things for effect Because, 
acting naturally in a world of conventionality 
and untruth, they must needs appear extra- 
ordinary. 

A fully developed and cleared-off mind must be 
able to get along with anybody, no matter how 
uncongenial. 

You talk of teaching to lower classes the benefits 
of sunshine and fresh air. But you forget that 
you shut out your own body from these benefits 
day after day. Collars, corsets, garters, stock- 
ings — all these are foolish and useless in the 
house. A pair of sandals or slippers and a 
loose gown or kimono — that is all you need. 

X do not like family life with sisters, aunts and 
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cousins all about one to cling to and yield to. 
I must have room to stretch myself without 
hurting anybody's feelings. 

You should not read books to forget life— but to 
understand it more fully and enjoy it more 
keenly. 

Technique is secondary; a means to an end; a 
device to facilitate expression; and if you have 
nothing to express, all the technique in the 
world cannot help you. 

The people who mean all they say are adorable. 
Those who say all they mean are fools. 

Nothing is wrong except the ugly. 

If you have found yourself you will never be lost 

Contradiction is piquant like a spice, and must be 
used as sparingly as one. 

To be loved, understood, admired by our friends, 
seems more important man our own peace of 
mind. Still, our friends are too much wrapped 
up in their own affairs to care. And we are 
alone. And they are alone. All as in a great 
desert 
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I 60 not love art because I might s u pp ort myself 
with it, or gain wealth or fame or even immor- 
tality. I love it because through it I can ex- 
press my thoughts, free myself of certain emo- 
tions, and enjoy others to intoxication. 

Love is not a thing that comes to us from the 
outside. It is in us. And settles in turn on the 
different men who happen to be nearest. Our 
lovers change— our love remains. 

While love lasts I enjoy it When it is over je 
m'en fiche. 

Be always pleasant to look at and attractive to 
talk to. But do not give your thoughts to 
everybody. Keep your best for the best. 

There is immodesty of intellect as well as of 
body. 

The more men have to sacrifice for you, the more 
they care for you. And the more you have to 
sacrifice for them, the less you care for them. 

One school denies spirit— another matter. But 
life continues undisturbed with its solemn laws, 
its eternal vitality, its beautiful union of atom 
and energy — matter and spirit 
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You should not talk of your love or friendship 
except to those concerned. 

There is no greater pleasure than work, and no 
lharder work than pleasure. 

Don't exert yourself by being ashamed for 
others. You might need it all for yourself. 

An artist must be clean and healthy. The un- 
combed, erratic kind is popular imitation. 

You grow "old" — not so much when you have 
lived many years, but when you have not lived 
them. 

Death or the fear of death is the founder of all 
religion and philosophy. 

Death is much less terrible than a life full of 
fears. 



We must not let anything become stronger than 
ourselves — no love — no hate — no habit. We 
must always remain superior, harmonious, well- 
balanced — the judge, the ruler, the king. 

Philosophy must not make us indifferent to life 
or benumb our faculty of enjoyment But it 
should broaden our views and strengthen our 
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minds, that we may go through happiness and 
unhappiness, without losing ourselves in either. 

All one needs as guide through life are two books 
— Omar, to teach how to enjoy; Epictetus, how 
to be content. 

To forgive is wise. To forget is foolish. One 
must not blame the boat for being rudderless. 
But one must not trust it again. 

Do with your feelings as the Spartans did with 
their children. Destroy the weak and sickly 
ones. Let only the strong and beautiful ones 
live. 

Pleasures whose price is out of proportion to 
their value, are called vices. 

We are all different phases of the same existence* 

Once we have to die anyhow. So why not now 
and why not bravely. 

I have done what is in my power. Via tout. 
The rest does not concern me. 

What is the best thing on earth? Health, friend- 
ship, love, fame, riches? No; because all these 
depend largely on circumstances over which we 
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have no control. And the best is always within 
everybody's reach. It is our own independent, 
free and victorious strength of mind. 

A man who lives on his wife's money must not 
scoff at a kept woman. 

A woman is rarely quite unhappy or quite happy. 
Her nature is too complex for simplicity of 
feeling. She is a being of nuances, and endless 
resources. 

I cannot pray to ask. I pray to make clear to 
myself that God is, that I am, and what are my 
relations to him. And the consciousness of 
being part of his eternal self does make me 
strong and courageous and free. 

We will always be unattainable if we do not fail 
ourselves. 

Blame or praise our ancestors and surroundings 
for our ideas — but ourselves for whether or 
not we stand bravely by them. 

To love easily and bestow your affection here — 
there — - everywhere — is like squandering a for- 
tune in the ten-cent store. When you are 
through you have nothing worth keeping. 
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Diluted affection goes a long way. But I like 
concentrated essence. 

II you go far enough, every deed, no matter how 
black, is explainable, and therefore excusable. 
But the wise judge must not go far enough. 

The work you do with love and enjoyment pays 
a hundred fold. But uncongenial work makes 
exorbitant demands upon our strength, spirit 
and vitality. 

Happiness is Ac harmony between our nature 
and our position. Everybody strives, con- 
sciously or unconsciously, to attain this har- 
mony. For in a dim way we all feel that never 
can we be more advantageously and absolutely 
ourselves. 

When I die I shall want to have accomplished 
something more than just making the best of 
every minute, something more also than suc- 
cess, triumph and fame. But what is it that 
could satisfy one on parting from one's person- 
ality? It must be something impersonal— free 
— universal. 

When people marry they usually expect to be- 
come extremely happy through each other. 
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But the point is to become happy in spite of 
each other. 

II you want family life to be a success you can 
never have home too attractive. 

Going to bed too early is committing a suicide 
en miniature. 

Everybody must firmly concentrate himself and 
be an egotist until he has attained a strong 
foothold in the station of life necessary to his 
full development. Then only comes the time 
to expand and give* 

We are so constructed mat we prefer the bitter- 
est truth to the prettiest sham. 

The sorrow one feels for oneself can never be as 
keen as the sorrow one feels for another. 

The most contemptible thing on earth is not to 
have enough strength and courage to be true to 
oneself. 

No matter what your position or phase of life, 
the first duty is to take care of your health and 
body. 

There is one sorrow for which philosophy has no 
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consolation — that is, to have caused the suffer- 
ing of one you love. 

To be beautiful a woman must spend much 
thought and energy on the subject. Beauty 
like love is high art. And numberless are the 
blundering amateurs. 

If I see you in exactly the light you wish to be 
seen in, you consider me a most spirituelle 
young woman. 

Simple goodness is homely enough. It is the 
noble that is the beautiful good. 

We overestimate our influence on one another. 
At best we might strengthen or overshadow 
certain tendencies. But never can we succeed 
in creating new ones or weeding out old ones. 

Do not praise or blame people for their person- 
alities, or try to change them to what you con- 
sider " the better." If they are bad, be on your 
guard — if disagreeable, avoid them — if at- 
tractive, enjoy mem. With this it should end. 

Those who have too much must be pitied with 
those who have too little. 

You should not care how you impress others 
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most favorably, but how you express yourself 
most truly. 

If people have wronged you it is not always wise 
to insist upon the fact Give them the chance 
to forget 

Pity is the worst of insults, because it is the sin- 
cerest of all. 

No woman is hopelessly unhappy as long as she 
is beautiful. And the woman who is beautiful 
once, can be beautiful always and at every age. 

You need brains to be able to feel true happiness. 

The thing that is simple and appropriate is always 
beautiful. 

Ambition is a noble selfishness: The untamable 
desire to attain the summit of one's possibilities 
whatever the cost may be, 

The hope of meeting again after death could 
never console me for the loss of a friend. I 
want him here now, with me in body as well as 
in soul. That I might meet part of him again, 
in the far away distance, under perfectly 
changed circumstances — that is no consolation 
whatever. 
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The most natural is always the best. You can- 
not improve upon nature. 

Even if you do the wrong thing — do it the right 
way— which is never half-hearted. 

Some people are hard judges of those to whom 
they feel indebted. And quickly find sufficient 
reason to cancel gratitude. 

I will never again be reasonable. The woman 
who is reasonable is the greatest fool of all. 

The difficulty in every art is, to express the detail 
as nature expresses it — without growing small. 

To have enough one must have more than one 
needs. 

The natural is the tasteful mat outlives all fad. 

Never half. 

There is no discovery like the discovery of a true 
friend. 

Nobody can be reformed except by himself. 
Therefore you must accept people as they are, 
or throw them over altogether. There is no 
compromise. 
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The happiness of hum-drum-every-day, that is 
what makes a happy life. 

I will never hate anybody, no matter how much 
he deserves it. I do not wish to darken and 
poison my own heart for anybody's sake. 

Evil is the absence or failure of good. 



less man you will keep— -take less than 
you will give. 

If you do not wish to suffer you must not enjoy 
either. The two are inseparable. And if you 
enjoy much you must suffer much — and if you 
suffer little you will enjoy little. Because 
everything in proportion. 

Do not live only for the future. He is a treach- 
erous fellow. Let every day be its own excuse. 

A woman is piquant if she knows mat her beauty 
is defective— and that she can bewitch in spite 
of mis. 

As a citizen be just As a friend be a little biased 
—in my favor. 

Be never in a hurry and always on time. 
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A man likes you for what you think of yourself. 
A woman likes you for what you think of her. 

Life is too short to spend time in mourning for 
those whom you have found unworthy. On, 
on, on, new happiness is waiting. 

Heart and brains, in the truest sense, are one and 
the same. It is only in a shallow meaning that 
heart is essentially lack of brains, and vice 
versa. 

The less you wear, the easier it is for you to be 
healthy, beautiful and happy. 

It is usually wisest not to show quite how wise 
you are. 

When the sun grows cold and the earth goes to 
pieces — if our souls have to perish, they shall 
perish unchilled — if they survive, they shall 
survive with undiminished joy and fire. 

Tact is kindness with brains. 

At times a polite platitude is wiser than an im- 
polite flash of genius. 

"To live nobly and beautifully is more difficult 
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than to live happily "— but beauty and nobility 
alone can give deepest happiness. 

It must be terrible to be blind. But it must be 
more terrible to have a soul dark with hatred 
and fear. Better light within than without 

Unbridled love is free. And its followers are the 
slaves of slaves. 

"Dirt is" not only "matter misplaced 99 — but 
sometimes thought misplaced. 

A man can be either good or bad, strong or weak, 
honest or deceitful, noble or vulgar. But a 
woman can be bom at the same time. 

My god is beauty, and my duty is joy. 

To remain young may not be easy. But to grow 
old beautifully is truly an art. 

Three things a man should not leave in another's 
keeping — his wife, his wine, and his word. 

When "vice" is beautiful it should be called 
virtue. 

The best antidote for an inconvenient question 
is another. 
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It is very difficult to be bored without boring. 

If yon can feel deeper misery than most people, 
you can also feel keener joy than they. 

To go into society means to spend all your 
thoughts, time, energy and vitality for and with 
people who collectively do not care whether 
they ever see you again. 

If you want to be sound and healthy you must 
worship the trinity of sunshine, fresh water, and 
fresh air. 



You may hurry if you wish to. But events will 
not be rushed. They come in their own time. 

Events do not make or unmake a life. But the 
way you shape your plain work-a-day does. 

A jealous man is unpleasant. But one you could 
not make jealous would be worse. 

To have money saves time. But to earn it takes 
up more than is finally saved. 
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(September, 1896— December, 1898) 

VERY woman ought to have two or 
^^ ^j three years completely to herself, 
\f£ \t when she belongs no longer to her 
parents and not yet to her husband. 
Then she will have opportunity to 
find her own self and develop her 
own self, without letting thoughts 
for anyone else interfere. 

This is what I ask of life: Eight hours sleep in 
the night — one hour's walk in the day — a cold 
bath every morning and a hot bath every even- 
ing — fifteen minutes with a punching bag and 
ditto with my foils — bread, eggs, rare beef- 
steak and fruit to eat, and milk and Chambertin 
to drink — all the fresh air and sunshine ob- 
tainable — congenial work in the daytime and 
congenial friends at night — old books and new 
gowns — flowers, music and some occasional 
extra money — and c'est tout 

Be healthy, glad and beautiful, clear to yourself 
and true. 
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A woman should be free to give herself when she 
loves, and only when she loves. 

Be happy, no matter at what cost. Soon enough 
we disappear once more into the darkness of 
chaos. Why shorten the short bliss for the 
sake of long rules? Live, live, live, before it is 
too late. 

External conditions do not influence the happi- 
ness or unhappiness of our lives as much as we 
think. With them the sweet and the bitter is 
always in proportion. It is how much we are 
loved, and above all, how much we love, that 
makes the difference. 

It does not matter where I come from and where 
I go to. I know one thing: that I am in this 
life now; and I will live it 

The action that gives most happiness to most 
people must be the right one. 

Love is a beautiful plant. The root is friendship, 
and the flower is passion. 

I am not afraid of a happiness because it can- 
not last Let the end come as death. While I 
can I will enjoy fully, with all my senres, to the 
last limits. 
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It is natural to love one's body and with one's 
body. I am not ashamed of it As surely as I 
am not ashamed of enjoying the taste of my 
Chambertin, or the odor of my cigarette, or the 
rich colors of old velvet, or the touch of a keen 
cold wind, or the strains of a passionate violin. 
Hypocrites or cowards or liars may preach as 
they please. I will enjoy every happiness Na- 
ture has intended me for. And I will be proud 
and happy and grateful. 

Be not afraid to live your life, to be yourself, to 
dare everything your nature dares. 

Do I love you? No, no, no. This woman loves 
her pretty gown. This man loves his cigars. 
And I? Shall I call love what I felt when I 
first read the message of your stormy eyes, 
when I first knew the tremor of your caress 
and the sobbing rapture of surrender. 

Give freely and fully or not at all. 

The best religion is to love health and beauty and 
freedom. 

A woman must not love easily. But when she 
loves she must love absolutely. No matter 
what the end may have to be. 
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I hate compromise: "perhaps," "probably," "oc- 
casionally/ 9 "in a way"— they are all lies. 
There exist only yes and no. 

Our happiness is ever full of longings and unrest, 
unless we are happy in another's happiness. 

Better say nothing and do nothing, than say a 
word or do a deed that will not ring true. 

Do not forget that for the things that are given 
you, you have to pay a price as well as for those 
you buy. 

Duty! There is no such thing. Our only duty 
is to be happy and make happy. And that is 
no duty. 

Whatever I understand belongs to me. What I 
admire gives me its best The universe — the 
sun, moon, stars, worlds — the rivers, cities, 
mountains, and seas— pleasures and sorrows, 
art and wisdom, the near and the far and the 
past and the present — everything is in my soul. 
All I know and ever can know and much more 
besides is in my soul* Whatever is in my soul 
is mine. And a beautiful world is mine. Its 
sorrows and trials only lead the way to keener 
happiness. Its joys are like white eagles and 



5a 



Studio Life 



red roses. And its God is a radiant, beautiful, 
living God. 

The love that forgives everything forgets noth- 
ing. 

Anything strong and true and deep is never im- 
moral. ; 

If two people love each other they will stay to- 
gether without marriage. If they do not love 
each other they should not. stay together. 

I would rather suffer and live — than not suffer 
and only dream. 

A wedding is the right institution for those who 
dare not live or die without knowledge and 
approval of their butcher and baker. 

In every woman there are two desires— the 
proud one of independence and the langorous 
one of surrender. And this is why she can 
never be at rest. 

Passion without love satisfies some. I will not 
have it But neither do I want love without 
passion* I must be impossible to please. 
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Without trust and respect there may be love and 
tenderness— but never happiness. 

If you do not wish to stay on your own account 
— go. I do not want alms. I only give them. 

If you cannot have all, make up your mind to do 
altogether without Better nothing than too 
little. 

After all it is best that love will not last. If it 
did — who would be brave enough to face 
death. 

Those poor dwarfs who are ever afraid of losing 
their dignity. They do not know that if one 
has dignity it will take care of itself. 

Do not be afraid to show your passion. Do not 
listen to the narrow people who call it im- 
modest. Nor to the timid people who call it 
unwise. Follow your own temperament with- 
out anxiety. What is the good of preserving 
4Ui affection mat you dare not enjoy in your 
own way? Let it fly to the winds. 

We love those best and need them most who 
understand us as we hope to be understood. 

If your love is returned, it multiplies thousand- 
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fold. If it is not returned you will one day 
find it all spent and gone. 

Calm, serene happiness is always awaiting you 
among your books and studies. 

Do not give truth to people. They can never ap- 
preciate it But take all you can for yourself. 

One is more careful in choosing those from whom 
one accepts, than those to whom one gives. 

Happy people are silly. Unhappy people are piti- 
ful. Contented people are wise. 

We would rather have experience, no matter at 
what cost, than none at all. 

If one has not a chance to live, one should at 
least vegetate like a strong, fine plant, not like 
a mean crouching one. 

People who are indifferent to us, we can easily 
domineer. It is the people we care for who 
have us at their mercy. 

If men insist on deceiving us, they should at least 
do it well enough not to be found out. 
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If you cannot have happiness, take pleasure. It 
is always procurable in some shape. 

Why do people think it impossible to unite to 
joyful love of life and beauty the proud love 
of right and honor? 

The easiest way to be happy is not to think. 

Sentimentality is sentiment without depth and 
truth. 

There are times in our lives when we do not live 
at all. We remember the past and we wish 
ardently for the future. But the present is 
dead to us and we are dead to it 

I cannot blame a man for being what he is. I 
can only blame myself for having mistaken him 
to be something else. 

If love is strong and real, it needs no outward 
bond. If it is weak and wavering let it break 
to pieces — the sooner the better. There is 
nothing worse than dragging on in a half- 
hearted, lukewarm way something that once 
was strong and living and absolute. 

We will never believe love to be sinful. We 
know it to be perfectly innocent, beautiful and 
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proud. Because all of us, in spite of Christian- 
ity and conventionality — we are at heart free- 
born, life-loving pagans. 

Nothing is as real as grief. 

Tears are bitter, but to weep them is sweet. But 
unwept tears lie heavily upon one's eyes and 
heart 

Foolish women. We well know that love is 
always wasted. Still we are not satisfied unless 
we love. We deserve to be humiliated. 

The mission of woman is to make unhappy and 
to be unhappy. 

Love is hunger that cannot be satisfied, thirst 
that cannot be quenched, happiness that cannot 
be attained, misery that cannot be forgotten. 

Art, music, books: they are just as faithless as 
love. When we need mem most they throw 
off the mask and show themselves barren and 
dead and bare of their charms — which we had 
only dreamed into them. 

Love asks a terrible price for its joys. We have 
td pay for them with our illusions and ideals. 
And one by one we lose our belief in the honor 
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of man — in the sacredness of love— in the 
purity of ourselves. 

What is best in a woman is always misinterpreted 
for something coarse and selfish. She has to 
bear so many humiliations in body and soul, 
that no matter what she does to compensate 
herself, she is more than justified. 

Yes, I did wrong. Not because I gave myself 
without the foolish ceremony of marriage. But 
because I gave myself to a man who is not 
worth a woman's love. 

I hate passion. It blinds you. And makes you 
choose for your life's lord a man whom with 
eyes open you would not have chosen for your 
butler. 

Poor little silly ingenue with your soul-saving 
ambitions. You can never purify your beloved 
sinner's life. You can only give him the chance 
to stain yours too. 

There is no misery like the degrading, shameful, 
burning misery of crying for a paradise lost — 
that you know to have been a fool's paradise. 

There are many kinds of love — noble and vulgar 
— generous and cruel — tender and selfish. 
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But the most unholy love is better than no love 
at all. 

If a woman has once found out what a farce love 
is, and still insists on considering it something 
u sacred " or "serious," she must be extremely 
anxious to lose her peace, pleasure, and power. 



Why are we sad that love does not last? Zut 
— I suppose it would tire us if it did* For after 
all one has soon enough of a lover. But never, 
never, never of love. 

L'amour est mort Vive la joie. 

Only a homely woman can be "modest" in the 
conventional sense of the word. 

Virtue is, to do against one's own inclination 
something that does nobody any good. 

Men are charming companions, interesting and 
amusing. But do not expect them to have love, 
honor, strength or truth. If you wish for these 
things you must furnish them yourself. 

We all have our sorrows. And I think it pre- 
ferable that they should be caused by a dis- 
illusioning lover, rather than by a disillusioned 
husband. 
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Why do I blame another for the consequences 
of my mistake? He is not to be blamed. It 
is I who made the wrong choice. I must suffer 
for it And I am strong enough to do it alone. 

The more belief and f orebearance there was, the 
more contempt there will be. 

After passion is burnt out you begin to look for 
regard, friendship, patience and strength. If 
you do not find these, it is time for remorse 
and despair. 

Nature herself is unjust. She grants as an easy 
favor to man what is life's gravest crisis to 
woman. And when he has long gone and for- 
gotten, she is still paying for their feast. 

How do we spend our time? On trifles; small, 
petty, silly, worthless trifles; shallow loves and 
narrow ambitions. And instead of becoming 
strong, vital, masters, standing above the mere 
accidents of destiny, we lose ourselves in hope- 
lessness and blankness and despair. And go 
out as a dying candle. 

On the surface everything seems tritely placid 
enough. It is only when we look deeper that 
we see the tragedy, the hopelessness of all 
loving, the foolishness of all aspiring, the cer* 
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tainty of the fate that seizes one after another 
to make as disappear In the darkness that has 
no end* 
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(January, 1899— September, 1899) 

HE truest happiness of life is to 

Cyj be one's self — free, independent, 
\M without concessions to anyone; all 
alone; face to face with die world 
and its thousand possibilities; 
relying solely and supremely on 
one's self. That is truly life — 
and truest happiness. 

There are two kinds of happiness. One may be 
given and taken by our friends or our occupa- 
tion or condition. The other can be given and 
taken only by our own independent and spirited 
strength of will. It is the greatest happiness of 
all, and the rarest. 



Be at peace 
else. 



with yourself, and you need nothing 



The first law is to be yourself. All duties to 
others are secondary. 

Other people's codes of morals need not concern 
you as long as you are true to your own. 
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If you make yourself free and raise your own 
standard you must be strong enough to main- 
tain that standard, to be your own supreme 
judge and unflinching executioner. 

Everything true to nature, strong, independent, 
full of vitality is right, no matter how cruel the 
effect. And everything weak, artificial, con- 
strained and half-hearted is wrong, no matter 
how inoffensive. 

The term sin is attractive, because for centuries 
it has been applied to everything daring, un- 
usual, ardent, independent, strong, joyful, life- 
loving, beauty-loving — to everything that 
stands up for the fundamental truths of nature 
and laughs at the doctrines that teach nature 
to be unclean — to everything the majority 
dares not attempt and therefore envies. But 
nothing is sin except those acts and thoughts 
that have no courage, no love, no pride, no joy, 
— that go against light and beauty and health 
and nature — that hide, and creep, and fear. 

Always have courage, never regret 

Nobody can hurt anyone half as much as he can 
hurt himself. And no matter how wicked he is, 
he is wickedest to himself. 
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If you wish to make humanity happy, begin by 
making yourself happy. Happiness is con- 
tagious. 

You can only be independent if you do not wish 
for anything anyone else might give you. j 

To know is better than to hope. 

To be a success in spite of not having any suc- 
cess, that is truest success. 

Live and work in harmony with your nature. 
That is truest happiness. The thing usually 
termed happiness is stagnation. 

If you know what you want, and just exactly 
how you want it — ten to one, you will reach it. 

We have enough to do to improve ourselves. It 
is wisest not to bore others by trying to im- 
prove them. 

Yes or no. There should be nothing else. Be- 
tween them lie only falsehood, deceit and lies. 

When all is said, congenial work is the greatest 
blessing life can give. 

You disappear. But the way you have spent 
your time remains. 
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Nothing compares to the proud joy of feeling that 
you can shape things all your own way. For 
man's spirit hates nothing more than to be 
blindly at someone's mercy — even though that 
someone be a god. 

Family life is pitiful as long as it needs laws and 
rules to hold it together. If it could stand by 
itself it would be very beautiful* 

I do not at all care for humanity. Why should 
one spend affection on an abstract that cannot 
possibly be benefited thereby? Let humanity 
suffer as it must. Keep your affection for the 
individual parts of humanity that are nearest 
to your heart. If you try to make their lives 
brighter you have all you can do. 

Channing Revised: To be content with the things 
I cannot change. To strive fearlessly for the 
things I want to have. Never to seek the com- 
pany of any but the truly congenial. Never to 
speak unless I have something to say. Never 
to do at all what I do not care to do welL 
Never to own at all what I cannot own alto- 
gether. To seek beauty instead of fashion. 
Comfort instead of luxury. Wisdom instead of 
knowledge. Happiness instead of pleasure. 
To think clearly, live keenly, love deeply. This 
shall be my symphony. 
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A line finer than a hair divides enjoyment from 
suffering. It needs much tact and keenness not 
to trespass. 

" Good " and " bad " only stand for advantageous 
and disadvantageous. Because anything really 
wrong cannot help but bring us trouble and 
suffering. 

Ask yourself if you would care to live over — day 
by day — even the happiest year of your life. 
And then wonder where you find the courage to 
wish for an eternal, conscious, individual exist- 
ence. 

Every religion is two-fold. One part is con- 
cerned with our life before death. The other 
with our life after death. For this life, my re- 
ligion considers right, everything that is natural, 
healthy, strong, beautiful, courageous, proud, 
free, harmonious and joyful. And wrong, 
everything that is depraved, morbid, weak, ugly, 
cowardly, constrained, excessive and desperate. 
About the next life my religion considers it 
foolish to speculate. 

If you know one person with whom to talk of 
things worth talking, you are happy. 

Your lies and deceits may do great harm to 
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others, but to none greater than to yourself. 
Because they forever dull the keenness of your 
honor, and corrupt the virility of your courage. 

If I had a child I would not expect it to be grate- 
ful for the care I take of it while it is smalL I 
should be the one to be grateful for the happi- 
ness it gives with its blessed little self. And 
when it grows up, I shall let it live its life fully 
—unincumbered by old, imaginary debts. 

One should hold sacred the passions of one's past. 

If you would reform people, you must under- 
stand how to make them truly happy. And 
the ray of joyful happiness in the eye is the 
proof of sterling good in the souL 

One can never fully enjoy a happiness before one 
feels the strength to lose it. 

Nothing is as beautiful as the quiet harmony that 
can be saddened, but never unbalanced. 

Nothing can check passion except ambition. 

There is no joy like the triumphant joy of domi- 
nating one's own passions and outwitting those 
who dare pretend they have the power to 
arouse them. 
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Men are not as dangerous as they like to be 
thought. The danger lies only in the vividness 
of our own imagination. And a woman without 
imagination could never be seduced. 

Not the unexperienced and blind are the most 
reckless— but those who know. They have 
been through heaven and hell and are no longer 
afraid of either. 

It is easier to be loved, than to love. 

Primitive innocence is ignorance. There is an- 
other innocence that understands alL 

The more we know, the less we have to teach 
and telL And if we were as wise as the sphinx 
we would be as silent as she. 

If you have an individuality, you will live it— 
with or without permit. 

It is never too late to give up courage. Do not 
do so just yet. 

Nothing was. All that ever has been still is. 
Only its appearance may have changed. 

Haste is ugly. 
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Leisure is the mother of all art and beauty. 

Never wait for a chance. If you want one — take 
it 

There is no peace like the peace we feel upon 
realizing that our own happiness is no longer 
the main interest of our life. 

Do not worry about the wrongs people will or 
might do to you. Let them do their worst It 
will glide off your life as water rolls from the 
oiled canvas. But the wrong you yourself com- 
mit leaves ugly, irreparable marks. 

There is only one happiness possible for a 
woman. And that is motherhood. Because in 
it alone she can give her whole heart and soul 
to another without being humiliated, misinter- 
preted and shamed. 

To have a child means to have the duty of pre- 
paring a new actor for the theatre of life; of 
endowing him with health, gladness, wisdom, 
courage and strength; of then letting him live 
his own life in freedom— loyal only to his own 
standard. 

You must not "force" your happiness. If you 
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wish it to bloom in perfect beauty, leave it 
time to develop. 

There is no such thing as a last hope. There is 
always another and still another. 

Think your thoughts, do you work, live your life 
as you think it should be lived. And it will be 
a success, no matter how much you may fail 
in the eyes of the world. 

If life treats you most ungraciously, and putting 
on its dark spectacles looks unspeakably im- 
portant and foolish— laugh into its face. It 
may not be a very merry laugh, but it is better 
than to waste tears. 

Every man fulfills his part in the work of the 
universe. The few who do it not blindly are 
called wise. 

It does not make a royal robe less attractive 
to call it M sheep's wool dyed with blood of 
fish— 99 . .By changing an object's name you can 
change its value only for fools. 

Life is full of beautiful things and joys worth 
having. But also we ourselves have beauty 
and joy enough in our bodies and souls, to be 
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able to do without outside pleasures, if needs 
be. 

Instead of burdening children with a great ballast 
of knowledge, teach them a little rudimentary 
wisdom. And base your rules not on snobbish- 
ly undisputable commandments, but on clear 
and logical common sense. Then they will 
grow up to be strong and bright men and 
women, able to bear the sorrows and troubles 
of life — and still be happy, fine and beautiful. 

If you seek happiness — undisturbable, endless, 
and sublime— you must sink your personality 
in the waters of Lethe, and, without wish or 
fear, be one with the universe. But this happi- 
ness frightens us. We have not grown so high. 
For us is the sweet, fragile, sorrowful happiness 
of the world. 

There is no joy like feeling that you shape your 
own life with your own hands and brain. And 
no misery like knowing that you need and 
must accept assistance* 

You can only make happy if you can be made 
happy. 

To lie is an easy triumph, and easy triumphs 
vulgarize. 
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Others will and must influence us. But never let 
their approval seem more precious than our 
own* 

Something good that is spoilt is worse than noth- 
ing at all. 

Even if you fail in everything you must not allow 
yourself to be a failure. 

The approval of our own self is the greatest good 
life has to offer. Next comes the good opinion 
of those we love and honor. There is nothing 
else. 

Love sometimes robs a woman's crown of purity. 
But motherhood will bring it back. 

Mo matter how strained, miserable and dark your 
life may be — if you cannot change it you must 
learn to see its beauties and advantages (small 
and hidden as they may be)— unless you your- 
self wish to become strained* dark and miser- 
able. 

Happiness and peace are always by you. But no 
struggling, rushing, fighting will help you to 
find them. All you have to do is to train your 
eyes to look the right way. 
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As long as you live, you have a body, and as long 
as you think, you have a mind. You should be 
satisfied. For you are holding the keys to 
heaven and hell. 

Too poor to buy books? Think the beautiful 
thoughts you would like to read. If they are 
not in you, you could not understand them 
anyway* 

You are always your own master — if you want 
to be* 

If I love you, I love you altogether, and you shall 
know it If I do not love you, I do not love 
you at all, and you shall also know it. If you 
prefer delightful tortures of uncertainty, go to 
someone else. 

They are fortunate to whom success does not 
come before they have learned to be happy 
without it 

Every love is unique. No new love can ever 
take its place. 

Pride is more faithful than love. It will never 
desert you, unless you desert it first 
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To simplify without impoverishing — that is the 
wisdom of life. 

Let things grow quietly and peacefully if you 
want them to develop to strongest, fullest 
bloom. 

There are things in one's life, which one is glad 
to know are over — but still is glad to know 
once have been. 

Do not look to others for help. They will not 
help you. And even could not if they would. 
You yourself are your only hope* Your will, 
your pride, and your strength. 

Do not be so excited. You are not as necessary 
as you imagine. And if you leave things alone* 
they will take perfect care of themselves. 

Life does not need your help. But you yourself 
do. So do not concern yourself about occur- 
ences, but about the way you receive and re- 
flect them. 

The heart that loves you is an instrument upon 
which you may play the most divine melodies of 
love, tenderness, beauty, passion and delirious 
joy — or the most horrible discords of jealousy* 
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hatred, wrath, shame and despair. It all de- 
pends on you. 



If yon teach people to be dissatisfied yon do the 
greatest wrong that one man can do to an- 
other. Never forget that he who is content 
with what he has (be it ever so poor and lit- 
lte) is the only man really worm being envied. 

To be an individual means to be conscious of ex- 
isting in an individual way, by remembering 
certain facts, dates, and experiences. Do you 
think we shall carry these through eternities? 
Not even through a lifetime. So much for indi- 
vidual immortality. 

If you have learned to control your moods, you 
play with loaded dice. And no matter where 
or how fate places you, you are certain to live 
your life fully and deeply. 

Nothing corrodes as much as insincerity or hy- 
pocrisy, the steel of your pride and honor. 

If you are proud, you will not even wish for the 
things others break their hearts for. And if 
these things should come to you, you would 
know how to enjoy where others succumb* 
There is no stronghold like your own pride. 
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Better nothing than something indifferent 

When we find that love is not the beautiful demi- 
god we thought, and life not the brilliant feast 
we expected — then is the time for our spirit 
to stand up and suffice for its own happiness. 

Cheap success cheapens. 

Accept the worst and make the best of it 

Never run after people or things. If you wish to 
exert yourself, run away from them. 

Things will come to you unless you insist on 
coming to them. 

Leave yesterday alone. Spend your time in im- 
proving today, possibly tomorrow. 

Do not lose time and energy in running after a 
friend who prefers to stay away. But if he 
returns, welcome him. 

Too much is as bad as too little. The luckiest 
have just enough to get along with — with 
some thoughtfulness. 

The church of Christian Science is a splendid in- 
stitution for those who have not brains enough 
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to exert their will-power without joining a 



It teems impossible for most people to be delicate 
without being effeminate — artistic without be- 
ing affected — strong without being brutal- 
simple without being dull — and good without 
being foolish. 

A happiness without flaws is granted only to 
those who are wise enough to overlook flaws. 

To live is ever to change from one stage of suf- 
fering to another. 

Put yourself in the place of primitive man — - stand 
up for all that is true, simple, natural and beau- 
tiful and scorn the unjustices of civilization 
and the narrowness of society. You will find 
that the conventional and conservative are 
spared much unnecessary exertion, many an 
occasion to stumble and fall. But stormy as 
your life may be, you will prefer it, — living, en- 
joying, experiencing and suffering deeply and 
truly,— to the safe, shallow, narrow, existence 
society approves of. 

Forbidden fruit — cleverly advertised as it always 
has been— is not worm its price. 

So 
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Nothing is more degrading than to disown .your 
own self. 

Gratitude is not love, nor akin to love. Some- 
times even it stands as a barrier between two 
who otherwise would be perfectly congenial. 

To be alone is also to be free. 

To give and to suffer for the man and for the 
child, that is woman's paradise. 

You rob misfortunes of their sharpest sting if 
you do not allow them to hinder you from liv- 
ing as courageously and beautifully as you 
could and would live. 

A change for the worse even is sometimes better 
than no change at all. 

If you have been wronged, do not go about com- 
plaining. Close your lips tight and remedy the 
trouble. 

Discipline is only a means to an end. 

The more you love, the more you need to be 
loved. 
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Yoa mu8t ^ ^ m uch before you can have 
enough* 

To educate is not to train a «MU Ij. * °£g 
your word like a draw horse — this » nw * 
for your own satisfaction -but to devdop £ 
judgment and the strength of following its 
judgment. 

Those who have been disciplined " cc ^?^ *[ 
others, will not have any spirit left to disopun 
themselves. 

are a greater obstacle to joy than poverty. 



We cannot be expected constantly to utter the 
highest and deepest tones of our natures. Great 
joy or grief alone can sound them and make 
them ring out full and true. In everyday life 
the knowledge that they are there must suf- 
fice. 

Why do you spend so much time speculating how 
this or that may impress other people? No- 
body cares. Nobody, nobody, nobody. At heart 
you are always alone. 

I want to be comforted. I want to pray to you, 
God. But I must send up my soul if I wish 
to reach you. And my soul is very tired. It 
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cannot fly so high. And you do not come 
down. So I am alone, alone, alone. 

Why did God begin to exist —and the universe, 
and the world and my soul which again is 
God? And why will there be an end? And 
will there be an end? We are treated like 
children. The answers are put away out of our 
reach. But — - there are many wonderful things 
we are allowed to know. And how little do we 
make use of our advantage. 

I must feel life, true and positive. I must feel 
that I stand firmly on reality. I do not want 
to float in a mystic dreamy no matter how 
beautiful. Truth is best 

You need not only love each other —but be able 
to show it and hide it in just the right way, if 
you want to make each other's true happiness. 

No matter who we are and what we do— the 
greatest part of our lives will be spent in suf- 
fering. And to bear our suffering beautifully, 
that is the true art of life and truest consolation. 

Complication rarely succeeds. The simplest is al- 
ways the strongest. 
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Three tilings a woman must not abandon*— her 
child, her courage and her mirror. 

To feel in the depth of your soul that die man 
you love is truly and proudly worth being 
loved, that would be royal happiness. 

If mere is no escape, rather jump than falL 

Anger is waste of energy. It lacks the dignity 
of sorrow and the superiority of impersonal 
disapproval. 

If I have become what I wanted to be, I need 
no longer appear it. 

Weak is worse than wrong. 

Nobody can make your life a failure or success 
except only you yourself. And not so much 
through your deeds, actively, as through your 
attitude, passively. 

We live to die, and we die to live. Therefore 
there is no sense in either seeking or fearing 
death. We have come to stay. But we do not 
know under what conditions we shall have to 
go through the next chapter — ugly, crippled, 
blind, disease-stricken — and how much power 
we shall need for our spirit to come out on top 
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once more. Therefore make that strong which 
remains. 

What we like best in some people is their idea 
of us. 

There are three kinds of happiness — the posses- 
sion of the beautiful and glad — the admiration 
of the noble and great — and the consciousness 
of the proud strength that suffices to itself. 

Many things usually called bad are only stupid. 

You cannot look at something beautiful without 
growing more beautiful yourself. 

I laugh at the world. Laugh, love and live. 

If you give your love and friendship easily it 
will not be worth the keeping. 

Everybody has sorrows. It is the wisdom or lack 
of wisdom with which they are borne, that 
makes the difference between a happy life and 
an unhappy one. 

Expect nothing of your parents, nothing of your 
friends, nothing of the one you have given 
your blood and soul for. Nothing, nothing, 
nothing. But everything from yourself. 
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The so-called happiness of love is not worth 
moving the finger for, is not even a pleasure, 
not even while it lasts. And in its wake come 
misery, humiliation, suffering, and deepest 
anguish. God! The unspeakable sorrow that 
comes to woman in return for truest, deepest, 
most passionate love. Why do we not kill 
our little children before they are shamed to 
death. But die only hope of a poor, broken, 
bleeding life is that the child may know hap- 
piness. 

Fear is not necessary in education. But pleasure 
is. If you do not give it, it will be taken, no 
matter how. 

Do not imagine you have any friends. You have 
not. You may have playmates, companions, 
admirers, lovers, as long as the sun shines. But 
when the storm comes, and darkness, and dan- 
ger, then you are alone. And if any hand is 
offered, it is a stranger's hand. Never ask for 
the same hand twice. 

To give well is difficult And if you hurt in giving 
you will be hated more fiercely than if you had 
robbed. 

Better cut out your own heart, than allow it to 
live in humiliation. 
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Never wait for assistance. It will not come. Or 
if it comes it will come too late. You your- 
self are your only hope. 

Be quick to resent and quick to acknowledge. 
Let neither gratefulness nor resentment drag 
on after you. 

If you wish to degrade someone, to make him 
worse than a slave, to imprison his pride, to 
poison his courage of life — then "sacrifice" 
yourself for him. 

Though a sacrifice may be hard to make, nothing 
is harder than to have to accept it. 

If you feel your soul to be great, you will not 
try to belittle others. 

Every reformer must exaggerate. 

I am. I must make the best of it 

Hold out Believe in your happiness. Even if it 
should seem to have flown forever, or never to 
have been. 

Do things to satisfy yourself and they will satisfy 
others. 
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The greatest beauty and the rarest wisdom find 
their expression in absolute simplicity. 

After you have raised yourself once more and 
regained strength and courage, you may find 
a hand to help on. But while you are down on 
the ground you will hope in vain for assistance. 

Out of a child's life you should not only keep 
bitterness and darkness — but also the thing 
adults call pleasure. The quieter and sunnier the 
childhood is, the stronger and happier the man 
or woman will be. 

Do not be generous with your love. Not even to 
the man you love as your life. The only time 
you may lavish love without cheapening your- 
self and coarsening the beloved, is when you 
love your child. 

" It is over now, and I shall forget." But you are 
mistaken. As long as you live it lives. You do 
not know how soon you may have to go 
through your life's book once more, page by 
page, without being spared the most tedious 
passages, or the most terrible. 

What is easily lost should be quickly forgotten. 

If your spirit it free you will not fear ties. 
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If you do not need me, you cannot satisfy me. 

I would rather do than not do. And it is better 
to do something wrong, than let something 
right go undone. 

Whether your opinion of me is good or bad, 
does not make me turn one way or the other. 
I am what I am. Not to please or spite any- 
body, solely to satisfy myself. 

No matter how much right you think you have, 
you must never pity yourself. It weakens you 
and makes you truly contemptible. If you feel 
things are not as they should be, go and ad- 
just them. That is all. 

Better than to have a well appointed house, it is 
to have a sound, clear, clean mind. 

Do not be worried by the common place advice 
of "seizing the right moment." There is no 
hurry. The right moment is only when you 
are ready. 

Haste is foolish. It takes all joy out of work. It 
puts a terrible tax on vitality and youth. And 
in the end, what is accomplished by it will not 
last 
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I do not forget I lock out. 

The woman who gives herself without marriage 
to the man she loves is not a sinner — only a 
poor fooL She means to be heroic — and is 
pitifully unpractical. And the man she loves 
will be the first to judge her from the orthodox 
standpoint 

It is so hard, so hard to love wisely. And so nat- 
ural to let your passion run away with your 
judgment But if you do not wish your love 
to become a curse to you and the beloved, 
you must never lose self completely in him, and 
always, even in the smallest word and act, 
remain true to your self. 

The woman who makes her own laws must not be 
classed with the woman who drifts lawlessly. 

If you can hold in your arms the little life your 
love gave you, if you feel its small face against 
your breast and hear the little voice call you 
mother — then you are pricelessly happy, no 
matter how forsaken you may be. 

The foundation of honor is two-fold — courage 
and sincerity to face the truth, within as with-, 
out,— and strength and firmness to do what you 
find to be done. 
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Nothing good or bad comes to us that we have 
not summoned ourselves. 

Always leave people before they want to leave 
you. 

To be happy is to know that you are on your own 
feet and moving in the direction you wish to 
go. 

A child should not be taught that death is some- 
thing sad or terrible, but only something rest- 
ful and reconciling. 

Around your innermost self build a court, as the 
ancients did around their holiest of holies. And 
no one, not even the high priest of your 
love, must be allowed to enter. 

To yourself you must give perfect truth. To 
others not half truths or lies, but nothing at 
all. 

Do not be so anxious to have people understand 
just what you feel and how your intellect 
works. Be satisfied with yourself for audience 
to the wonders and tragedies of your soul. 

We do not " treat " one person well and another 
badly. We simply are what we are. And 
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Take your pleasures as you go along. Do not 
wait till the work is done, and then sit down at 
the feast all worn out. 

If you leave your children a sound body and a 
cheerful spirit — that is better than lands and 
riches. 

Whatever gives the greatest happiness also causes 
the deepest grief. And tho' we may not have to 
give it up — the fear of losing it is never asleep 
within us. 

Do not long for it— get it. 

Let your imagination run free for once — and 
make clear to yourself just how you would ar- 
range your life if you had the power. And 
that done you will find that you have the 
power. , 

They have the best chance of enjoying life, who 
are not rich enough to sleep during the day, 
nor poor enough to lie awake at night. 

Better be mute than strike a wrong note. 

Joy is distilled sunshine, and sunshine is warmth 
light, and love. It beautifies life and conquers 
death and reaches God. 
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You need brains to be happy. 

Competition is a powerful spice. And children 
should have only simple, nourishing food. They 
should be taught to do a thing right for its 
own sake and theirs, not to outdo others. 

Never make a secret out of the wrongs or errors 
of your past. It is too much work and worry 
and not worth while. What you have been or 
done is nobody's business. If they insist on 
turning the searchlight back, let them search. 
As for yourself, if you feel you have lived up 
to your standard — the best could not do better. 

Keep a child's recompense and punishment well 
apart. Do not punish by taking the one, nor 
recompense by omitting the other — unless you 
wish to weaken the influence of both. 

My poor friend, do not imagine you can begin 
a new life. You might shift the scene, procure 
now decorations, a new company — but the 
play will be the same, you will be the same, 
and the way you make your life miserable will 
be the very same as before. 

Never talk of what you will do or hope to do, but 
only of what you have accomplished. Words 
would take part of the energy you need for acts. 
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Give a child the chance to be happy without tres- 
passing, and it will not trespass. Neither will 
grown people. 

Remember: Humiliations and disappointments 
may be forgiven. They will not be forgotten. 

Life and death, it is all for the best. Unless we 
look at it the wrong way. 

Your own energy, your own vitality and spirit and 
strength — that is God, that is the power that 
helps you. 

Facts are strange and wonderful enough. You 
need not invent silly little fairy tales to awaken 
beauty and poetry in a child's soul. 

We go out to find a gold nugget. And when in- 
stead fate gives us a star of heaven — we are 
disappointed. 

Be grateful the longer you are blind. The hap- 
piness is rare that can stand being scrutinized 
with keen eyes. 

Let joy penetrate your life. It is warmth and 
light and as kin to the sun as to God. 
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How many moments every day — every week 
or month — can you truly say "I live?" 



Diamond cuts diamond and only love can con- 
o* quer love. 



You have lived if you have lived through piercing 
s* misery — and learned to smile again. 

Words cannot build up what deeds have broken 
d down. 

a 

If you live alone you can never be as lonely 
as when living among people who are not truly 
fr your kin. 

My child and I, we mean to be happy together. 
And we shall be the better for it all through 
eternity. 

Truly and recklessly you can only enjoy the 
things that might be replaced — this is why 
life's greatest happiness gives keenest grief. 

When you want to know if people are happy, 
find out — not what they own, but what they 
dream to own — not what they do, but what 
they intend to do — not where they succeeded, 
but where they are ambitious to succeed. The 
future is ever more dear to us than the present. 
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If it is too late to hope for yourself — hope for 
the child yon love. 

Nature is a true mother. She will never cease 
loving you, no matter how much you sin against 
her. And tho' her punishment inevitably fol- 
lows your trespassing — she loves while she 
chastises, and the punishment also contains the 
consolation. 

Make the way to the unknown as bright and warm 
and glad as possible. 

Somebody who loves us, even when we do wrong 
— that is what we need. 

I have not lived as I did through recklessness or 
frivolity. I wanted to live a keen, clean, strong, 
true life, free from conventionality and artificial- 
ity and triviality — and I did. But nobody will 
understand. As far as I am concerned it is a 
matter of absolute indifference what you may 
think of me. But for the child. This is why 
I humble myself to explain. 

Mother and child — that is the only family. 

Only those who themselves have not dared to 
live fully, object to others' doing so. 
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It does good to think of death. It is like a 
draught of fresh air in the heavy atmosphere of 
every day. 

What are we anyhow? The likeness we see in 
the mirror? Or the caricatured fragment our 
friends picture us? Or the mystic, wonderful 
being we think ourselves to be? 

Love and friendship, wealth and success — none 
of these will outlast your life. Only you your- 
self will. Take care that you stand square with 
yourself. 

If you prohibit little, you can enforce your laws 
without too much inconvenience to yourself or 
the others. 

Do not teach your children to pray — and so 
handicap their energies, which should not be 
spent in hoping and begging, but in doing. 

Nature knows nothing of forgiving trespasses. 
The old testament understood her spirit better 
with its "an eye for an eye and a tooth for a 
tooth." And if children were taught that, as 
every cause has its effect unavoidable, so every 
trespassing is followed by its suffering unavoid- 
able—there would be fewer weak, and siUy, 
and unhappy people. 
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If you learn to look brightly at life as a whole, 
you will find for the sorrows of the individual 
the true sympathy that is the true balm. 

What more terrible grief can there be, than that 
of a mother who dies and has to leave her 
little helpless child among people who did not 
love the mother and will not love the child? 
And above the clouds there is no white-robed 
patriarchal God who will father the orphan. 
But there is instead an ever young strength of 
life, pulsating through every atom and every 
cell and every child, young or old. The laws 
which govern all nature are mercifully balanced. 
— And whatever your fate may be, little child, 
you cannot suffer much more wretchedly than 
I am suffering and still I love life, I love it, I 
love it So — bonne chance, mon bebe. 

Your body is part of all other matter, and your 
soul part of all other spirit — all through the 
universe and eternity. And whether you live 
or die, you remain in that union. 

Live keenly — and die gallantly. 

Many suffer agonies and do not die — others die, 
and without pain. Suffering and death are two 
different ideas. And suffering taken away from 
death, there remains only the change to rest, 
sleep, peace — where is the horror? 
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Individual life can only feel at peace when clear 
as to its value and position towards the universe 
and eternity. 

Everything counts. 

Do not mourn your friend — nothing of him is 
lost. His spirit, courage, love, strength, power, 

— all that made up his nature, survives it 
Everything that was, still is and ever will be. 
The parts were disunited — not destroyed. Ah, 
yes. The dead is not lost. But the living is left 
alone. No matter how hopeful your wisdom 
may be — there is always a remainder that can- 
not be reconciled. 

A child must be taught that caution is sometimes 
necessary, but it should not know fear in any 
form. Fear is the root of evil. No good ever 
came of it. 

What the sun is to the eye, God is to the heart 

— the source of all light and warmth and beauty 
and joy. And the more we fill our lives with 
these the more godlike do we grow, and with us 
our fellow creatures and the universe. 

The spectator in your breast is the most danger- 
ous enemy you have. To thrill him, to startle 
him, to fill him with admiration or sympathy 
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—you do things your single sell would never 
dream of doing. 

Never neglect yourself. On the last day of your 
life even, your face may become the guiding 
star of another's life. 

Congenial work is the safest happiness life has 
to give. You always can rely on it as long as 
you can rely on yourself. 

If you wish to be considered essential be careful 
that the wounds you cause be healed only by 
yourself. 

You are the sterner with others the less- you ar* 
pleased with yourself. 

Woman's virtue — bon Dieu. It all depends xm 
the man she loves. 

God — the sprit — the power— that contains, 
supports, ennobles all the endless myriad atoms 
of life that form us and the universe in rest- 
less change of birth and death. 

That we are eternally alone — and that we are 
only part of the eternal whole — two truths that 
contradict and supplement each other. 
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If you overrate the value of life you will never 
dare to drink it fully. 

Life ia overrated and truth is underrated— this 
is the wrong starting point of civilization. 

If there is no God— we must create one. 

Dot not say a word of a God to your child before 
ft begins to look for one itself. 

Ik faith that removes mountains is the faith in 
yourself. 

Onir the deeds done without joy are wrong deeds 
tod t»Si 4v* spent without beauty, lost days. 

Tlte «au> saviour for die woman who loves is the 
CUM, 



